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NDVCTION. 




Enter %umour. 

Pen your Eares ; For which of you will flop 
The vent of Hearing,when loud Rumor fpeakes? 
% from the Orient, to the drooping Welt 
^Making the windemy Pofthorie) ftillvnfold 
The A&s commenced on this Ball of Earth. 
Vpon my Tongue, continuall Slanders ride* 
[The which, ineuery t anguage, 7 pronounce, 
: Stuffing the Eares oftbera with falfe Reports : 
I fpeake of Peace, while couert Enmitic 
(Vnder the ftnile of Safety) wounds the World : 
And who but Rumour, who but onely I 
Make fearful! Millers, 3nd prepaid Defence, 
Whifft the bigge ycarc, fwolne with fome other griefes, 
Is thought with chiide, by the fterne Tyrant, Warrc, 
And no fuch mmer? t\umour y is a Pipe 
Blowne by Surmifes, Icloufies, Coniecturcs; 
And of fo cafie, and fa plaine a ftop, 
That the blunt Monfter, with vncounted heads, 
The ftili difcordant, wauering Multitude, 
Can play vpon it. But what ncede I thus 
My well-knowneBody to Anathomize 
Among my houfhold ? Why is Rumourhccvc} 
I run before King Harries victory, 
Who in a bloodie field by Shrewsburic 
Hath beaten downc yong HotJpurre r ztod his Troopes, 
Quenching the flirae of bold RebelJio rt, 
Euen with the Rebels blood. But what meane I 
To fpeake fo true at firfl ? My Office is 
To noyfc abroad, that Harry 'Monmouth fell 
Vnder the Wrath of Noble Hotfyurres Sword : 
And that the King, before the r Dowgl(U Rage 
Stoop'dhis Annointed head, as low as death. 
This haue I rumout'd through the pcafant-Towncs* 
Bctweene the Royall Field of Shrewsbunc, 
And this Wormc-eaten-Hc le of ragged Stone, 
Where Hotffmtrres Father, old Northumberland, 
Lyes crafty iicke. The Poftcs come tyring on, 
And not a man of them brings other newes 
Then they haue learn'd of Me. From Rumours Tongues, 
They bring fmooth-Comforts-falfe, worfc then True- 
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wrongs. 


Exit. 


Enter Lord 'Bardolfe, and the Porter, 

L.Tar. Who keepes the Gate heere hos ? 
Where is the Earle? 

Por. What (hall I fay you are? 

Bar. Tell thou the Earle 
That the Lord Bardolfe doth attend him hecre 

Per. His Lordfhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard 
Plcafe it your Honor, knocke but at the Gate 
And he himfelfc will anfwer. 9 
Enter Northumberland. 

L .'Bar. Heere comes the Earle. 

Should oe the Father of fome Stratagem; 
The Times are wilde : Contention (likeaHorfc 
Full of high Feeding) madly hath broke loofe, 
And bcares downe all before him, 

L.Bar. Noble Earle, 
I bring you certaine newes from Shrewsbury. 
Nor. Good,and heauen will. 
L.Bar. As good as heart can wilh : 
The King is almoft wounded to the death : 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Sonne, 
Prince Harrie flaine out-right : and both the Blmts\ 
Kiird by the hand of Dowglas. Yong Prince hh» } 
And Weftmerland, and StafFord,fled the Field* 
And Harrie Monmouth's Brawne (the HulkeSir tohn) 
Is prifoner to your Sonne, O/uch a Day, 
(So fought, fo follow'd, and fo fairely wonne) 
Came not, till now, to dignific the Times 
Since Cafars Fortunes. 

Nor. How is this dertu'd? 
Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrewsbury ? 

L.#*r.Ifpake with one (my LOthatcame frothy 
A Gentleman well bred.andofgood name, 
That freely render'd me thefe newes for true. 

Nor. Heere comes my Scruant Trauers^hom 1 fait 
On Tuefday laft, to liften after Newes. 

EnterTrauers* 
L!Bar. My Lord,I oucr-rod him on the way, 
And he is furnifh'd with no certainties, 
More then he (haply)may retaile from roe. 
Nor .Now Trauers, what good tidings comes fro you! 
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The fecondTdrt of^gHju^theFourtlx 

- Vmfr(Hilh\im& me backc 

'd me- After him, came (purring bead 
°rlleman (almoft forc-fpent with Ipecd) 
A ° a o'd bv me, to breath his bloodied horfe. 
Tb3t ! d the way to Chefter : And of him 
8 I demand what Newes from Shrewsbury ; 
1 Id me, that Rebellion had ill lucke, 
* l °< ,, V on" Ham Perries Spurre was cold. 
h l She gaue his able Horfe the head, 

dbendingforwards ftrookehis ableheeles 
Srinftthepantipgfidcsofhispoorelade 
V to the Ro well head, and ftarcing fo, 
ujfeem'd in running, to deuourc the way, 
Lying no longer queftion. 
Ha?Againe: 

MKe vone Harrie Percyes spurre was cold ? 
ffijj>wrf.co!d.Spiirrc?) that Rebellion, 
^dmeclUucke? 

I "B*r> My Lord : He tell you what, 
Ifn)VV ong Lord your Sonne.haue not the day, 
Vpon mine Honor, for a filken point 
Uegiue my Barony. Neuer talke of it. 

JVw-.Why fhould the Gentleman that rode by Traturs 
Giue then fuch inftances of Loffe t 

I.'Bat. Who, he? . 
He was fome bidding Fellow, that had ftolne 
The Horfe he rode-on : and vpon my life 
Speakeat aduenture. Looke,herc comes more Newes. 


71 


Enter CWorton, 


mm 


Nor. Yea, this mans brow, like to a Title-leafe, 
Eoce-tcls the Nature of a Tragicke Volume : 
Solaokcs the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 1 
Hath left a witneft Vfurpation. 
tyMorton,did y ({ thou come from Shrewsbury h 

Mor. I ran from Shrewsbury (my Noble Lord) 
Where hatefull death put on his vglicft Maskc 
To fright our party. 

North, How doth my Sonne,and Brother? 
Thoutrembl'ft; and the whitcneflc in thy Cheek c 
Is apcer then thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Eucn fuch a man,fo faint,fo fpiritleffe, 
So dull, fo dead in looke, fo woe-be-gone, ' 
Drew PrUms Curtaine,in the dead of night, 
And would haue told him, Halfe his Troy was burn'd. 
But Profound the Firc,erc he his Tongue p 
And I, my Per ties death, ere thou report'ft it. 
This, thou would'ft fay : Your Sonne did thus,and thus : 
Your Brother, thus . So fought the Noble Dawglaty 
Stopping my greedy care,with their bold deeds. 
But in the end (to ftop mine Eare indeed) 
Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife, 
Ending with Brother,, Sonne,and all are dead. 

Mor. Ttowglas is huing,and your Brother,yet: 
But for my Lord, your Sonne* 
North. Why,heisdead. 
See what a ready tongue Sufpitionhath a 
He that buc fearcs the thin g> hc would not know, 
Hath by Infiina,knowlcdgc from others Eyes, 
That what he feard, is chane'd. Yet fpeake(3fcr*«0 
1 ell thou thy Earle,hisDiuination Lies, 
And I will take it, as a fwece Difgrace, 
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong. 
Mor. You are too great, to be (by me) gainfaid : 


Your Spirit is too true, your Fcares too certaine. 

North. Yet for all this,fay not that Percies dead. 
I fee a ftrange ConfefTion in thine Eye i 
Thou fhak'ttthy head, and hold'ft it Feare, or Sinne, 
To fpeake a truth. If he be flaine,fay fo : 
TheTongue offends not, that reports his death : 
And he doth finnc that doth belye the dead : v 
Not he,which fayes the dead is not aliuc : 
Yet the firft bringer of vnwelcome Newes 
Hath but a loofing Office : and his Tongue^ 
Sounds euer after as a fullers Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend. 

LJBar. I cannot thinke(my Lord)yoUr fdn is dead. 
Mor. I am forry, I fhould force you to beleeue 
That, which I would to heauen, I had not feenc. 
But thefe mine eyes,faw him in bloody ftate, 
Rendering faint quittance (wearied^and out-breath'd) 
To Henrie Monmouth ^whofe fwift wrath beate downc 
The neuer-daunted Percie to the earth, 
From whence(with life)he neuer more fpmtig yp. 
In few; his death (whofc fpirit lent a fire, 
Euen to the dulleftPeazant in his Canipe) 
Beiag bruited once, tooke fire and hcateaway 
From the beft tcmper'd Courage in his Trooper 
For from his Mettle, was his Party ftcel'd 5 
Which once,in him abated, all the reft • ' 
Turn'd on themfelues, like dull and heauy Lead 2 
And as the hing, that's heauy in it felf e, 
Vponenforcement,flyes wirh gs-eateft foeede^ ; 
So did our Men,heauy in Hotfykrres lofte, 
Lend to this weight, fuch hghtnefle with theif-Feare, 
That Arrowes fled not fwifter toward their ayme, 
Then did our Soldiers ( aymin^ at their fafety) 
Fly from the field. Then was that Noble Worcefter 
Too foone ta'ne prifoner : and that furious Scot, 
(The bloody Dowglas) whofc well-labouringfword 
Had three times flaine th'appearahce of the King, 
Gan vaile his ftomacke, and did grace the fliame 
Of thofe that turn'd their backes : and in his flight, 
Stumbling in Feare,wa$ tooke. The fumme of aM, 
Is, that the King hath wonne : and hath fent out 
A fpeedy power, to encounter you my Lord, 
Vnder the Conduct of yong Lancafter 
And Weftmerland. This is the Newes at full, 

North. For this,Ifhall haue time enough to mournc. 
InPoyfon,thcreis Phy ficke : and this newes 
(Hauing bcene wcll)chat would haue made me ficke, 
Being ficke,haue in fome meafure,made me well. 
And as the Wretch,whofe Fcauer-weakned ioynts, 
Like ftrcngthlefTe Hindges,bucklc vnder life, 
Impatient of his Fit, breakeslikc a Hre 
Out of his keepers armes : Euen fo, my Limbes 
(Weakened with greefc) being now inrag*d with greeft, 
Are thrice themfelues. Hence therefore thou nice crutch, 
A fcalie Gauntlet now,with ioynts of Steele 
Muftgloue this hand. And hence thou fickly Quoife, 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
WhicEPrinces.flelTi'd with Conqucft,ayme to hit. - 
Now binde my Browes with Ircm,and approach 
The ragged'ft houre,that Time and Spight dare bring 
To frowne vpon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heauen kifle Earth : now let not Natures hand 
Kecpe the w ildc Flood confin'd : Let Order dye, 
And let the world no longer be a ftagc 
To feede Contention in a lingering A& : 
But let one fpirit of the Firft-borne Caine 
g Reigne 


